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ripening under the powerful sun, ending the day at the pool
in Boyes Springs where he swam with his friends. On the
way home he stopped at each of the bars for a drink, a story,
a laugh. At dusk he rode to the Wolf House to talk to Forni
and the workmen. By August, 1913, he had spent eighty
thousand dollars on his almost completed home. The news-
papers lashed him unmercifully as an apostate socialist
building a castle; the socialists were angry, feeling they had
been betrayed. Pyle reports that Jack would "back and fill"
when twitted about the magnificence of his home. To news-
paper reporters he insisted that no matter how big his Wolf
House, he was not a capitalist because he was building it with
his own wages; when every one referred to the Wolf House
as a castle, he replied that the magnificent redwoods and red
stone had belonged to him, that if the place resembled a palace
of Justinian or Caesar, it was a fortunate accident costing him
nothing in addition. When Harrison Fisher told him that
he had the most beautiful home in America, he knew that
all the money and effort spent on his Wolf House was justified.

At last, on August 18, clean-up day arrived. The
electricians had completed their wiring, the carpenters and
plumbers were finished, Form's men went about gathering
the waste which they had soaked in turpentine to wipe down
the woodwork. On the following morning a crew of men
would begin moving Jack and Charmian into their new
home. That night Forni worked with Jack at the ranch-house
until eleven, then tramped past the Wolf House to his own
cabin. Just before two in the morning he was awakened by
a farmer dashing in and crying, "Forni, it's burning! The
Wolf House is burning!" When Forni reached the canyon
the Wolf House was a mass of flames.

Within a few minutes Jack came running, out of breath,
his hair flying. He stopped abruptly on the knoll where he
had sat with the Italian workmen singing and drinking wine.
Before him was a roaring inferno, every part of the house
burning at once. It was mid-August, there was no water.
He could do nothing but stand with tears running down his
cheeks and watch one of his greatest life dreams be destroyed.